ing the piano. On the table in front of the husband were
his fine English and Belgian hunting rifles, laid out in
order. He was polishing, oiling, and inspecting them,
peering with expert eye down the barrels*, and testing
the triggers.

The lieutenant sat down in his usual armchair. There
were a few cursory remarks about rhc winter weather.
The woman got up from the piano, poured tea for the
lieutenant, and sat down to the piano again. She leafed
through her music, started to play, bur nervously broke
off each piece after the first few measures, only to go on
leafing and then start another piece. The husband said
little, Apparently he was very much absorbed in his rifles.
The atmosphere was charged and tense, as always of late,
none the less so for the display of lethal weapons.

During a break in the conversation, which had been
faltering enough anyway, one of the rifles went off. The
bullet struck the lieutenant in the left arm.

As lie told me in 1915, he never had a moment's doubt
that the husband meant to kill him, sheltering behind the
cowardly excuse of rifle cleaning, and thus giving his
attempted murder the color of an accident. In the moment
of utter horror following rhe shot, the husband, with
masterly dissimulation, desperately begged pardon, the
wife fainted, and the lieutenant liwtrjwtgly denied that the
bullet had tmtcbed htm, Both men strove to bring the wife
around, which they shortly accomplished. The husband
took the rifles our of the room,

Then all three sat down around rhe table and had tea.
The lieutenant, as he told me, was in great pain, but con-
cealed it with supreme will-power. They remained to- father's pleased face a fleetingfrom
